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CHAPTER IV—~Continued,

A single half-power electric bulb
now modified the gloom of the hall
way, ita fellow made a light blot on
thit darkness of the conrtyard. Even
the windows of the conciergerie were
Dlack,

None the less Lanyard tapped them
smartly

“Cordon!™ he demanded in a stri
dent volce—“Cordon, 'l vous plait!"

"Eh? A startled grunt from within
the lodge was barely audible. Then
the lateh clicked loudly at the end of
the pussagowny.

Groping his way In the direction of
thia lust sound, Lanyard found the
small side door ajar. He opened It
and hositnted a moment, looking out
#8 though questioning the wenther:
simultancously his deft ingers wedged
the latch hack with a thin slip of steel

It had, in fact. not been raining
within an hour, but atill the sky wus
dense with a low, sullen wrack of
<lond, and still the sidewnlks were

inky-wet

‘he street was lonely and indiffer
ently lighted. Dut a swift, searching
reconnofssince  discovered no  spy
skulking In the shelter of any of the
nearer shandows,

Stepping out, he slammed the door
and sirode briskly round the corner
as Il making for tha rank that
lincs up along the Luxembourg gar
dens of the Rue de Medicis; lis boot
heels made cheerfyl racket In that
quiet hour; he was quite audibly
g awny from Troyot

But instead of holdi
rank. he turned the tiext corner
then the next, roinidi bl
and pregently, reappe r the
ranee to Troyon's,
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Inside, We
closed [t gently and stood a moment
Nsatening wigh all bis senses—adk with
his ears alme. but with every nerve
and fiber of his being—with imagina

tion to hoot But there wns not a
gound or movement in all the house
that lie conld delect,

# Apd no shadow could have made
less nofse than he, slipping cat-footed
soross the courtyard and up the stalirs,
avolding with superdeveloped sensi-
tivenoss every lift that might have
complained beneath his tread. In a
trice he wan again In a corridor lead-
ing to his bedehamber,

It was quite as gloomy and empty
as it had been five minutes ago, vet
with s difference, a something In its
atmosphere that made bim nod briefly

in confirmation of that suspicion
which had brought him back so
atealthily.

For one thing, Roddy had stopped
snoring. And Lanyard smiled over
the thought that the man from Scot
Yand Yard might profitably have cop-
fed that ftrick of poor Hourke's, of
anoring ke the Seven Sleepers when
most completaly awake.

It was, naturally, no surprise to find
his, bhedochamber door unlocked and

~alightly ajar. Lanyard made sure of
his automatie, strode into the room.
and shut the door guistly, but by no
means soundlegsly

He had left the shades down and the

hangings deawn at both windows: and -« §

since these had not been disturbod
something nearly approsching com-
plete’ darkness relghied in the room.
Byt though promptly on entering his
fingere bhad closed upon the wall
switch near the door, he refrained
from turning up the lights immediate-
ly, with a fancy, of Impish insplration,
that it would be amusing to learn
‘what move Roddy would make when
the tension became too much oven for
his trained nerves.

Baveral seconds pussed without the
Teast soind disturbing the stillness.

Lanyard himself grew a little {mpa-
tient when his sight didn’t become ae-
cohstomed to the darkness because it
was too absolute—It pressed against
liis staring eyeballs like a black fuld,

~ impenetrably opaque, as unbroken as
* cthe hush within that room,
. Bl he walted. Sorely Roddy
“wouldn’t be able much longer to en-
':pmm suUspenLe,

. Ahd, surely enough, the silence was
~ broken by a strange and
sound. & hushed ory of alarm

gl CHAPTER V,

go- | ae

for | ¢an 1 explain?”

Waonda followed—the strangest he
could have imagined—words_spoken
in'n gentle and tremulous volee:

“In pity's name! who are you and
what do you want?"

Thunderstruck, Lanyard
on the Hghts

At a distance af some =ix paces he
saw not Roddy but a woman, and not
a4 woman merely, but the girl be had
met in the restaurant

switched

Anticlimax.
The surprise was complete: but it's
| & guestion which party therotu was
| the more affested.
| Lanyari stared with the eyes of sto-
| pefaction, his faw slack. To his fancy.
| this thing passed the compnss of
elmple ineredolity—it wasn't maoroely
Improbable, It was preposterous; It
was anticlimax exaggerated to the pro
| portion of the grotesgue.
| He had come prepared to surprize
land bullyrag the most astute police
detective of whom le had any knowl
edge; he fonnd himself surprised and
discountenanced by this!

Confusion no less Intense Informed
tha girl’s expression: her eyes wari
fixed to his with a look of blank in-
quiry; her face, whose roloring bhad
won his admiration two hours since
wis now colorless: her lips were just
| ujar; the fingeras of one hand touched
her choek, Indenting It

The other hand caught up before
her the long skirts of a pretty robe
| le chambre, benenth whose edge was
visible a hand's breadth of shimmer
ing white silk, with the toe of o silken
mule to matoh the dressing gown.
Thus she stood, polzed for flight, at-
tired only in a nogligee over what, one
oouldn’t help suspecting, was her
nightdress—her halr was down, she
wis unguestionably all ready [or her
hed.

But Bourke’s long and patient train-
ing had been wasted if this man
proved one to remain long at loss
ving his wits quickly, he made a
¢ ghow of aceepting this amazing
5 . commonplace,
pardon, Miss Bannon—"
& formal bow,
piod’ with a gasp of won
iition. “Mr. Lanyard!"
wead o second tima:

stand—"

he procecdad
1 ot something when [
t and hud to come back for it"”

| ¥
| Stddenly her g

e for the first gme
| broké from Nis and swept the room
with n glance of wild dismay.

"This room,"” she lreathed—"1 don’t
know it

“It Is mine."

“Yours! Bot—"

“That is how 1 happened to—inter-
rupt you,"

The girl shrank back a pace—two
paces~—uttering In Jow-toned monpo-

|

He Saw Not Roddy, but a Woman.

syllable of understanding, an “Oh!"
abruptly goasped. Simultaneously her
face and throat finmed scarlet with the
color that fooded them.

“Your room, Mr. Lanyard!”

Her tone was 80 convinclng in ite
modulation of shame and horror that
his heart misgave him. Not that alone,
but the girl was very good to look
upon.

“I'm sure,” he began soothingly, “it
doerm't matter, You mistook one door
for the—"

“But you don't understand!"™ Ehe
shuddered. “This dreéadful habit! And
1 was hoping | had outgrown it! How

“Balleve mo, Miss Bannon, you need
explain nothing."

“But | muit. 1 wish to. T couldn't

wilking!™

To this appeal he could at first re-
turn nothing more Intelligent than a
dazed repetition of the term.

So that was how— Why hadn't he
thought of it pefore? Ever since he
had turned on the lights he had been
subjectivaly busy trying to {nvest her
presence there with some plavaible
exruse. Buot sompambulism had never
once entered his mind. And in hin
stupidity, ut pains though ke had been
to render his words Inoffensive in
themselves, he bad been guilty of con
structive inelvility.

In his turn Lanvard colored warmly,

“I beg your pardon,” ha mutterad.

The girl palil no attention; she was
thinking only of herself and the
anomalous position into which her In
frmity had tricked her. When' she
did speak her words ran swiftly:

You see— [ was so frightened! |
found myself suddenly standing vp in
darkness, just as If 1 had jumped out
of bed In my gleep at some alarm;
and thén I heard somebody enter the
room and ghut the door stealthily. Ob,
pleara understand me!"”

“But 1 do, Miss Bannon—quite "

“I am 8o ashamed—"

“Please don't consider it that way."

"But now thut you know—you don't
think—"

"My dear Miss Bannon!"

“But it must be so hard to eredit!
Why, it's more than a vear sinea it
last happened, Of courge, ag a child,
It was almost a habit; they had to
witeh me all the time. Onece— But
that doesn't matter. I am so sorryl”

*You really mustn't worry,” Lan-
yard insisted. “It's ol quite natural
—pueh things do happen—are happon-
ing all the time—"

"But 1 don't want you—"

"1 am mobody, Miss Pannon. Be-
sides, I eha'n’t mention the matter to
a soul, And if ever 1 am fortunate
enough to mect vou agaln, 1 shall have
forgotten it completaly—helieve me."

There was convinecing sincerity In
hie tone.  The girl Jooked down, aa
though abashed,

“Yout are wvery good,” she
mured, moving toward the door.

“I am very fortunate.”

Her glance of surprise was question
enough,

“To be able to treasure this much
of vour confidence,” he responded with
a tentutive smile,

She wus near the door; he apened i
for her, but ecautioned her with a
gesture and a whispered word: “Wait,
I'll make sure nobody’s about.”

He gteppod noiselessly Into the hall
and paused |mn lustant, lookihg keenly
right and left. listening.

The girl advanced to the threshold
and there halted, hesitant, eying him
anxiously,

He nodded reassurnnece:
—eoast's clear!”

But she delayed one moment more,

“It'a you who are mistaken," she
whispered, flushing again beneath his
regard, from which admiration could
not be absent. "It is I who am for-
tunate—to have met a—gentlaman.”

Her diffident smile, together with
the candor of her eyes, embarrassed
him in such degree that for the mo-
ment he was unable to frame a reply

“Oood night,” she whispered—"and
thank you, thank you!"

Her room was at the far end of the
corridor. She gained its threshold In
one swift dash, nolseless save for the
silken whisper of her garments,
turned, flagshed him a final look that
loft him with the thought that novel-
iste did not nlways exaggegate, that
eyes could shine like stars.

Her door closed softly.

Lanyard shook his head, as If to dis-
sipate & swarm of pestering thoughta,
and went back Into his own bedcham-
ber.

He was qulte content with the ex-
planation the girl had given, hut as
the victim of a methodfeal and perti-
nacious habit of mind, spent five busy
minutes exomining his room and all
that It contained with a perseverance
that would have done credit to a
Frenchmen searching for a mislaid
BOW,

If pressed, he would have been put
to it to name what he sought or
thought to find. What he did find was
that nothing hiad been tampered with,
and nothing more—not even 2o much
18 o dainty, lace-trimmed wisp of sheer
linen bearing the lady's monogram
and exhaling a faint but individusl
perfume.

Which, when he came to consider ft,
soemed hordly playing the game by
the book.

As for Roddy, Lanyard wasted sev-
eral minutes, now and agsin, lstening
attentively at the communicating
door; bot it the detective had stopped
moring, his respiration wuas clear
enough in that quiet kour, a sound of
harsh monotony.

True, that provad nothing; but Lan.
yard, after the finsco of his first at-
tempt to catch his enomy awike, wis
no more disposed to be hypercritical;
he had his fill of being ingenlous and
profound. And when presently he
ngain left Tmm'b-—llll timea without
troubling the rest of the conclerge—

mur-

“All right

Fs

ering, “What shall 1do to.
"1 really don't kuow,”
Quaker, sympathetichlly

put on snother

~ t"
‘sald the

\*

breastin. —Youtirs|

wns welcome to whatever he could
find In the quarters of Michael Lan-
yard,

CHAPTER VI
The Pack Gives Tongue.

Lanyard's first destination was that
convenlent little ground-floor apart-
ment near the Trocadero, ut the june-
tion of the Rue Roget and the Avenue
de 'Almn; but his way thither was' so
roundabout that the best part of an
hour was required for what might
have been less than a twenty-minute
taxicab course direct from Troyon's.
It was past ona when he -arrived,
afoot, nt the corner.

Not that he.grudged the time, for
In Lanyard's -esteem Bourke's eplgram
had come to have the weight and
force of an axiom: “The mors trouble
you mpke for yourself, the less the
dear public will make for you."

Paradoxically, he hadn't the loast in-
tenition of attempting to decelve any-
body as to his permanent address In
Paris, where Michael Lanyard, con-
noiegcur of fine paintings, was a figure

too conspleuous to permit of his mak- |

ing a secret of his resldence, De
Morbihan, moreover, through recogniz-
ing him at Troyon's, hnd rendered it
Impossible for Lanyard to adopt & nom
de guerre there, even had he thought
such courge advisable,

But he had eertain matters to attend
to before dawn, affairs demanding
privacy; and while by no means sure

he was followed, one can seldom be |

sura of anything, especially in Paris,
where nothing s lmpossible; and it
seemed as well to lose a hypotheticnl
spy first o8 last.  Aud his mind would
not be at ease with respect to Roddy,
thanks to De Morbihan's gasconade
in tha hearing of tha detective, and
also to that hint which the count had
dropped concerning n fatal blunder in
the course of Lanyard's British cam-
palgn,

He fitted key to Intch and guietly lot
himeelf info his flat by a private en:
trance from the street, the possession
of which, In addition to the usual
door opening on the court and under
the eve of the goncierge, distinguished
thig from the ordinary Pariglan apoart-
ment and rendered it doubly sulted to
the adventurer's uses.

Then he turned on the llghts and
moved quickly from room to room of
the three comprising his quarters,
with comprehensive glances reviewing
their condition.

But, indeed, he hadn't left the re-
ception hall for the selon without fesl
ing assured that things were In no re-
spect ag they ought to he—n hat he
had left on the hallrack had been
moved to another peg; a chulr hpd
been shifted six inches from its or-
dained position. and the door of a
clothes eloget, which he had locked on
leaving, now stood an Inch ajar.

The state of the ralon, which he
had furnished as a lounge and study,
and of the tiny dining room and the
bedehamber adfolning, bore out these
testimonies to the fact that alien
hands had thoroughly ransacked the
apartment, leaving no square inch un.
serutinized.

Yet he misged nothing. His rooms
were @& private gallery of valuable
paintings and antlque furniture to
poigon with envy the midd of any col-
lector, and housed into the bargain a
small museum of raré books, manu-
seripts, and minor artieles of exquis
fte workmanship whoso Individuality,
aside from intrinsic worth, renderad
them priceless. A burglar of diserimi-
nation could have carried away In one
coat pocket loot enough to foot the
bill for twelve months of profligate
living, But nothing had been removed
—nothing, at leasgt, that was apparent
{n the first tour of mspection; which,
if sweeping, was inno way superfielal.
He moved slowly from object to ob-
ject, checking off itema and noting
thelr condition, with the gole result of
Justifying his first impresslon—whare.
as nothing had escaped handling, noth-
ing had been removed.

As a Iast test he opened his desk—
of which the lock proved to have besn
deftly picked—drew up a chalr, and
went through f{ta plgeonholes, His
scanty  correspondence, composed
chlefly of letters exchanged with art
dealers, had been cerutinized and re-
placed carelessly, In dlsorder—and
hare again he missed nothing: bot In
the end, rémoving & small drawer and
inserting a hand in the recess, he
found and pressed a spring which re-
lensed a rack of plgeonholes and ex-
posed the segret cabinet which forms
an inevitable attribute of sueh pleces
of period furniture,

A shallow box, this secret space con-
tained one thing only, but that one of
conslderable value, being the leather
billfold In which the adventurer kept
a store of ready money agalngt emer-
Egencies,

It was mostly for this, {ndeed, that
he had come to his apartment; his
London campaign having demanded
an expenditure far beyond his enlenla-
tions, so that he had landed In Parig
with less than one hundred franea in
Jpockat. And Lanyard, for all l!lnl‘!ilo

of spirit, acknowledged one haunting |

fear, that of Bnding Bimsell stragped
in time of stress ° '
oard 1o &

The fold ylelded up ltl
#ou—Lanyurd removed and ‘counted
over five uotes of oue thousand franng
and tep of twenty pounds—thelr sum
approximating two thonsand dollars.

But {f nothing bad been taken away,
something had been added—the back
of one of the Bank of England notea
had been used as a blgnk for & msm-
orandum, Mrﬂ

Lanyzrd sproad It out and studied it
attentively.

The handwriting had been treoed
with no discernible attempt at dis
guise, but was quite sirange to him
The pen employed hatl been one of
those needie-pointed nibs so popular
in Franc¢e; the hand was that of an
cducated Frenchman, The substanes
of the memorandum translated ns folt
lows:

“To the Lone Woll—The Pack sends
greetings and extends its inyitation to
participate in the beneflts of its fra-
ternity. One awalts him always at
I'Abbaye Theleme.”

A date was ndded, the date of that
same day.

Deliberatoly, when he had conned
this communication, Lanyard produced
his cigarette case, twisted the note of
twenty pounds Into a rude spill, set it
afire, lighted his cigarette therefrom
and, riging, conveyed the burning pa:
per to a cold dnd empty freplace,
where he permitted it to burn to &
crisp. black ash.

Whien this wias done his smile broke
through his clouding scowl.

“Well, my friend!" ho informed the
author of that document which now
could never prove incriminating—‘at
all events, | have you to thank for a

Lanyard Studied It Attentively.

new sensation. It has long been my
ambition to feel warranted in Hghting
n clgarette with o twenty-pound note,
If the whim ever seized mel"

Hia smile faded slowly; the frown
replaced t—something more valuahle
to him than a hundred dollars had
Just gone up In smoke,

CHAPTER VIL
Buspense.

Hia gecret uncovered, all that laborl-
ously constructed edifice of art and
chicane which yesterday had seemed
80 impregnable a wall between the
Lons Wolf and the world today torn
asunder, Lanyard wasted time nelther
in profitless lamentation or any other
sort of repining.

Delaying only long enough to revise
plans, he put out the lights and left by
the courtyard door; for It was just
poesible that those whose sardonic
whim it had been to name themselves
“the Pack" might have stationed
agents In the street to follow their
dissocial brother In crime. And now,
more than ever, Lenyard was firmly
bent on going his own way unwatched.

His course first led him stealthily
past the door of the porter and across
the court to the publle hallway In the
main body of the bullding

Afoot, and in complete darkness, he
made his ascent of five flights of wind-
Ing atairs, pausing at length befors
the door of An apartment on the sixth
floor. A flash from a pocket-lamp lo-
cated the keyhole; the key turned
without a sound; the door swung on
silent hinges.

Once inside, the adventurer moved
more freely, with less precaution
ngainst nolse. He was on known
ground, and alone; the apartment,
though furnished, was untenanted, and
would so remain as long as Lanyard
continued to pay the remt from Lon-
don under an assumed name,

It was the convenionce of this ref-
uge and avenue of retreat, Indeed, that
had dictated his cholee of this par
tieular floor, for the sixth-stery flat
hiad one invalunble feature—a window
opening on the roof of the adjolning
bullding.

Two minutes’ examination sufficed
to convince Lanyard that hore at leas
the Pack had not tresprssed. :

Five minutes later he picked the
common lock of a door opening from |
the roof of an apartment house on the
farthest corner of the block, found hia
way downstairs, knocked on the door
lodge, chanted that ven- |

light of an oll Inmp
shade, rose and bowell courteously.

“Good morning, monsfeur,” he sald
with the cordiality of one who greats
&0 mcquaintsnce of old standing. “Be
soated,” he ndded, Indicating an arm-
chalr beside the desk. "It is some
time since | have had the honor of &
call from mongicur.”

*That is s0," Lanyard admitted, sit-
ting down.

The young man followed sult. The
lamplight, striking across his face be-
neath tlie greenlsh penumbra of the
shade, dlscovered a countenance of
Heébrale cast.

“Monsleur has something to show
me, eh

“But naturally”

Lanyard’s reply just escaped a finvor
of curtness—ag who should say, "What
did you expect?' He was puzzled by
something strange and new in the at-
titude of this young man, a trace of ro-
serve and constraint.

They had been meeting in this man-
ner for several years, conducting
their secret and lawless business ac-
cording to a formula {ovented by
Bourke and religlously observed by
Lanyard, A note or telegram of inno-
cent superficial intent, addressed to a
certain member of a leading firm of
jewelers In Amsterdam, was the in-
variahle signal for meetings such as
this, which were always held in the
same place, at an Indeterminate hour
after midnight, between this Intelll-
gent, cultlvated and well mannered
young Jew and the thief in his ‘mask.

Why, then, this sudden awkward-
nesg and embarrassment on the part
of the agent?

Lanyard's eyes narrowed with sus-
picion.

In silence he produced a jewel case
of morocco leather and gave it to the
Jew, then settled back in his chair, his
attitude one of lounging, but his mind
as uneasy with distrust ns his fingers
which, under cover of his cloak, rested
close to the pocket containing his au-
tomatie.

Accepting the box with a little bow,
the Jew pressed the cateh and uncov-
ered ite contents, BPut the rlchness of
the treasura thus digclosed dld not
geem to surprise him; and, indeed, he
hnd more than once heen introduesd
with no more formalité to plunder of
griaater value. Fitting a jeweler's mag-
nifyingglass to his eye, he plcked up
one after nnother of the pieces and ex-
amined them under the lamplight.
Presently he replaced the last and
shut down the cover of the box.

He turned p thoughtful countennnce
to Lanyard, made as If to speak, but
hesitated,

“Well?" the adventurer demanded
impatientiy.

“This, I take it," sald the Jew ab-
sently, tapping the box, "is the jewelry
of Mme, Omber."

“1 took it," Lanyard retorted good-
humoredly—‘not to put too fine a
point upon 1" -

The Jew shrugged, and with the tips
of his fingers gently pushed the box
toward his customer,

“This makes me very unhappy,” he
admitted; “but I have no cholce in the
matter, monsieur. As the agent of my
prineipals, I am instrocted to refuse
yon an offer for these valuables.”

“Why '

Again the shrug. accompanied by a
deprecatory grimace: “That is dif-
ficult to say. No explanation Wwaa
made me. My instructlons were mere-
1y to keep this appointment as usual,
but to advise you that it would be im-
possible for my prineipals to continue
their relations with you as long ns
your affaira remained in their present
statnug.” )

“Their present status?" Lanyard re-
peated, “What does that mean?” —

“I cannot say, monsieur. 1 c¢an only
repeat that which was sald to me."

After o moment Lanyard rose, took
the box and replaced ft in his pocket.

“Very well,”" he said quietly. "Your
pringipals, of course, undersiand thar
this aoction on thely part definitely
ends our relotions rather than merely
interrupts them at their whim1*

“1 am desolated, monsieur, but—ona
must nssume that they have consid.
ered everything, You understand, it
is a matter in which I am wholly with-
out digecretion, I trust?”
“Oh, quite!” Lanyard assented care-
lesaly, He held out his hand. "Good-
by, my Iriend."
The Jew shook hands warmly.
“Good mnight, monsicur—und the
best of luck!” :
There was & significance in his last
words that Lanyard did not-]tmubla to
analyse, Beyond doubt the man knew
more than he dared admit, And the ad-
vontyrer told
ly surmise
other had felt constrained to leave un-

olf he could shrewd: | do.
of that whieh the | = Cy
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remedics toall myfriends. "' —Mrs, LENA
Wynn, 2812 E. O Strest, Richmond, Va.
While Change of Life is & most erit-
fical period of nwmw":lnlshh nee, the
annoying symptoms which sccompan
it may be controlled, and normal healtz

| restored by the timely use of Lydia E,

Pinkham's Vegetable Compound, A

Buch warning symptoms are a-sense
of suffocation, hot flashes, headaches,
backaches, dread of impending evil,
timidity, sounds in the ears, palpitation
of the heart, sparks before the eyes,
jrregularities, constipation, variable ap-
petite, weakness and inquietude, and
dizziness,

For these abnormal conditions do not
fail to take Lydin E, Pinkham’s Vege-
table Compound.

,

The school commissionur of Cgld-
well, N, J, cauged so much comment
by leaving an.open umbrella on his
front. lawn for many days that ha
finally had to explain that it was &
protection for his strong-minded hen,
who was sitting out there, and not at
all amenable to suggestions that she
move.

RECIPE FOR GRAY HAIR.

To ball pint of water ada ) oz, Bay Rum, &
small box of Barbo Compound, and 34 oz of
glycerine.  Apply to the hair twloe 8 week
until it becomes the desired shade. Anydrug-

t ean put this up or you can mix It st
ome at very Httle eost. It will gradoally
darken stremkied, fuded gray balr. anpd e
moves dandrufi. It Is exeellent for fulllng
halr and will make harsh hair woft aud glossy.
1t will not eolor the mnlr. i ot stioky or
greasy, and dovs not rub oll.—Ady

Seemed Longer.
“"How long has Colonel PBluegrass
been in the city?"
*0Oh, about a week."
*“Why, he talked to me as if he
had been here pt least six monthe"
“You forget. This town is ‘dry.' "

Whenever You Need a General Tonie
Take Grove's

The Old Standard Grove's Tasteloss
chill Tonie is equally valuable as a Gens
eril Tonic because it cootains the wall
known tonic properties of QUININE and
IRON. It acts on the Liver, Drives out
Malaria, Eoriches the Blood and Builds
up the Whole System. 50 cents

Weary Willie in 1918,

"T Just made t'ree resolutlon fur
1915, an' goin' to keep every one of
them." S

“Ye ain't resolved to go to wark,
hev ye, BIll?"

“No. My resolutions are dese: In
1916 I ain't goin' to drink champagne,
take milk baths or put up at de Wal-
dorf-Castoria when I'm in New York."

Instructors often most need instruc-
tion.

Rest Those Worn Nerv

Don’t give up. When yon feel
all unstrung, when family cares
tesm too hard to bear, and back-
ache, dizzy headaches and frregu-
lar kiduey actlon mystify you, re-
member “that such troubles often
come from weak kidneys and it
may be that you only need Doan's
Kiduey Plll8 to make you well.
Don't delay. Profit by other peo-
ple's experiancen.

Mra. C. 0. Poter-
gon, 6135 B, Marsh-
fleld Ave,, Chleago,

Bays: "1 suf-

ois Case

kldneyn.
Doan's Kidney
Fills drove a way
the allments In n
short timoe, Eeveral

yoars 1I:v,m.t'._l fol

B S )

bark bothored me,

I had dizzy apells, R

immdng:.n: n.idmy l.-'tlmnn agnin ro-

troubled me Illlc:!? “,e PRTRRTELY
Get Doon' at Any Store, 50¢  Box

DOAN'S %ioney

PILELS
FOSTERMILBURN CO,, BUFFALO, N. Y.




